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Of all created things, the loveliest 
And most divine are children. 
— William Canton. 
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Dear children, 

I remember the senior science students begging us, “Do catch some 
butterflies for us!” 

There we were, my friend and I, armed with huge kerchiefs to trap 
unwary butterflies with. We would tip-toe towards an unwary prey, fling 
the kerchief on it, and trap the poor struggling insect in its folds. 

We would gleefully run with our catches to our seniors, who would ery, 
“Oh thanks a lot!” and pat us on our heads gratefully 

‘Then we discovered what the butterflies were realy for. Displayed in 
the biology lab, beautifully mounted on velvet lined boards with pins, were 
—our butterflies! 

Achill passed down my spine. My friend and I stoggered out of the bio 
lab, our faces white. 

‘So, that’s where our beautiful butterflies went! How we wished we'd 
never done it! 
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Dear Editor, 


> Lam very, very fond of reading Gokulam, But unfortunately, 
suany children, especially in Northern India are not aware of the 
ag children’s magazine. 

A. Naga Poorninia, aged 12, 
‘Salem - 636 006. 





existence of such a lovely and interest 





Dear Editor, 
2% Theamtcle “Better Yo 
‘excellent piece. [sincerely ask Gokulam to publish many articles 0 
this topic 


* (October issue) by Rangashrce isan 








V. Vinodhini, aged 16, 
Salem 16, 
Dear Editor, 
© Lams new reader of “Gokulam’. As I went through ‘Gokulan 
[found thatthe letters ae listed under two headings, vir Letter Box 
and View Point. Why can't the letters of Gokulam readers be listed 
under one heading? Will you please clear my doubt? 
Anand P. Raghavan, aged 13, 
Palghat - 
Dewr Anand, 
The letters in the Letter Box column are usually reviews of the 
previous "Gokulam’ issue and those in Viewpoint are opinions of 
readers like you, about various things happening around them. Ed. 


Dear Editor, 


20 The stories °C and “The 
Winner’ were really excellent, (October issue). Do publish more 





fasion in the Computer rod 


articles on computers, please 
Shas 





Ramesh, aged 12, 

Bombay - 19. 
Dear Editor, 

© Thecolourand keep page was printed on the hack ofthe mask 

page. IT cutand paste the mask, bow can keep the colouring page..? 

S.Meena, aged 11, 

Madras 1 








Dear Meeno, 
Sorry to have disoppointed yeu, We'll be more careful next time, Ed., 


Dear Eto, 

#% Thankyou forpublstng ince niles suchas “The Magi 
Word of Micr-organims"(Ortfer'93 auc) 

NP. Padn Sharad, aged 14, 

Madural-3. 


coatan & tovanter 33 





Dear Editor, 


20 This is with reference 19 
R., Sharadha's Fett in the Oc 
tober issue (Letter Box). The for 
mula for Hydrochloric Acid is 
neither HCL as was by mistake 
the September issue of 
ror Hel, It is actually, 
HCI as Hydrogen and Chlorine 
definite proportions to form 
1 Hand C bat small 1) 
V. Madhulika, Madras - 4, 


HCI, (Capi 


Dear Editor, 
20 Thearticle in October 93 iste, “A 
Better You" was very interesting. Trea 
loved reading it Lam also using the 
and “desirable? charts and Lam able to 
manage both? Duc o this method fam able 
tocomplete my studies and also concentrate 
fon my hobbies. [thank "Gokulam? very 
neh and 








‘Uma. K,, Bombay - 400 022, 

Dear Editor, 

20 1 was highly impressed by your 

agavine ‘Gol ‘The information it 

tives is vital and the price affordable. 1 

\Would be geatetul, if you could add 

more pages of science fetion and quiz. 
Mallikarjun. G. Patwadi, aged 

ulluarga « SBS 103. 














Dear Eaitor, 
20 1 liked the story 
‘The Night Mare 
uch, While 1 was read: 
it seemed as if the 

Story was happening. in 
front of me, Ire 
1 publish more and more 
horrorstories. Ihave made 


the mask of Robin Hood. 


My fiends liked 
snueh, 


Srikanth, 
Hyderabad. 








Dear Ea 
2% Inthe September and August issues 
saw Bharanidharan’s jokes. But he had 
‘copied the jokes from Champak, another 
children’s magazine. Please tell ian that 
‘every page of Gokulam is very import 
and precious 








S.Srivatsan, Madras 83, 


Dear Editor, 
2% The poem “Rush Ahead” which 
appeared in the October ‘93 issue of 








vanan’s original 
work. It isa true copy of a poem with the 
ie published in August 1988 issue of 
“Target” magavine. There i has appeared 
as written by Alok Mahajan of Kanpur, 
Prashanth R,, aged 13, Cochin = 28, 
Dear Edo 


















20 This is with reference to the story 

‘Cunning Catiappa and Innocent Mousetty” 
[ublé-hed in the October "93 issue 

Taw sory to tell you that 

this story was formerly 

published in ‘Tinkle = 

Vol. 4, under the 

“Why Cats and 8 
are Enomies. 1 wish 
Gokulam, does not, in fue 








ASTORY TO READ TOGETHER 


YOU MUST FORGIVE! 


The participants : 
Mother Katie (a young girl) Peter (her younger brother, 


& 


Lamp Teacup 





RY jumped up and down. She was pretending to be a 
sre spun round and round. It was fun. 
Suddenly Katie's hita + CRASH! Over fell 
the . It broke into many pieces. 
. ran in from the kitchen. “What happened?” she 
asked. "On AD are you hurt?" 
LEY cies. "No mm not hur,” she said, “I'm sorry, 
® , I'm sorry. You can have all my BEfand buya 


new 4 i: 


2 knew didn't have enough 2zFi0 buy anew 
4 . That's alll tight, hes - eo said, | forgive 


you. “You don't have to give me your /Agjd.” 





> smited and smited. She hugged gS hard. She 
ran to the porch to play. 


There sat e roa ’s little brother. In front of him 


layabroken (5) . £23 stopped smiling, She slapped 


“You brokemy (CP ,” ao shouted. 
“I'm sorry, ay ," said es] . He began to 


I'll save my /Z- so you can buy a new one.” 


not” LEY yolted and hit @® again. “You better 


give me your Zz right now!” 


SS 


& walked out to the porch. She knelt beside LY 


“Katie,” said , “you make me feel very bad. | 





forgave you when you broke the You should 
forgive & for breaking your TB. 


AP reaized and she forgave her brother as LJ 


forgave her. 





Madras - 600 054. 
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STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS 


ter Undir and her little 
Gireites Undir were 
rather well behaved 
mouse kids. That is, most of the 
time. Papa and Mama Undir 
did not have trouble with them 
very often, But there came a 
time when their behaviour did 
cause a lot of worry in the other- 
wise happy Undir-the-mouse 


Uncle the ward for moure In Marathi, the 
language spoken in Maharathiva 


family. It was because of the 
bad company that Sister and 
Brother had got into. Read on 
and you will find out all about 
it, 

One evening Mama and 
Papa Undir were out shopping. 
Sister was about to begin her 
homework. Brother had almost 
finished his, Just then sister 

Undir's friend, 
Jutki mouse, 
dropped in, 
“I've come 
to play with 
you,” she an- 
nounced, “You 
can always do 
your homework later. I plan to 
do mine tonight.” 

But,” protested Sister, 
“I'm supposed to finish work 
first, and only then play all I 
want!” 

“Yes, that’s the rule in the 
Undir family,” Brother tried to 
explain, 





otis 10 November 92 


“Don't be such a Mama's 


“You mean blyff?-Tell them 


baby!” teased Jutki, “Come on, ~what-is not true?” asked 


lets play!” 

Sister was tempted, just a 
little bit, Brother glared at her, 
in secret protest. “Let me finish 
at least my Maths. I'll do the 
rest later.” She pulled out her 
Maths notebook and began to 
look for ther pencil box. 

She searched in her school 
bag. She searched among her 
books. She searched under the 
table, over the table, under the 
chair and over the chair, She 
began to get worried. In 
desperation, she even searched 
in the refrigerator! But there 
‘was no pencil box! 


6“ at will Papa and 
Mama say?” she 
wondered. 

“Oh! you can just tell them 
that someone pinched it at 
school,” suggested naughty 
Jutki. “Parents can always buy 
you a new pencil box.” 








Brother. 

“Do you prefer to get Sister 
into trouble and say she lost it 
because she was careless?” 
asked back Jutki. 

“I guess not,” murmured 
Brother under his breath. 

Sister and Brother Undir 
were uncomfortable with the 
developments but did not have 
an answer to Jutki’s logic, 

“But what about my 
homework?" asked poor Sister 
worried. 

“Tell teacher that you forgot, 
to bring the homework to 
school,” replied Jutki. “I have 
done it before.’ 

Sister was tempted. After all 
Jutki was the fastest runner in 
Junior School. 

“Brother must join us too,” 
said Jutki, “We don't want him 
totell on us do we?” 

“No pencil, no homework, 





Amade-up story, 

helps your shirk!” 

“Come on sing with me!” 

said Jutki, encouraging them. 
Brother and Sister joined in, 


he next day at school Sister 

Undir was in trouble. 
When Teacher asked about 
homework, she hesitated, She 
could not reply quickly. 

“Speak up!” said Teacher. 
“You are one of my good stu- 
dents. What has happened to 
your homework 

dJutki mouse nudged Sister. 
“Go on answer!” she whispered. 

“L.. L.. left it at home!” 
mumbled Sister, who was not 
used to inventing excuses 

“Well, since this is the first 
time you've done it, Il overlook 
it, Make sure you bring it to 
class tomorrow,” said Teacher. 

“Open your books at page 20. 
‘The class may do the exercises 
listed there,” she continued 





Gorton 12. november 





All the mice in class began 
their work... all except Sister. 
She still had no pencil box, In 
Brother's class too, his teacher 
was surprised that he had not 
quite finished his homework. 
Brother got a note from his 
teacher to show to Mama and 
Papa Undir, remarking about 
his incomplete homework. 

A es brother Chooha was 
as naughty as Jutki. 

“Just throw away the note” 
he suggested to Brother 





Soon Sister Undir began to 
slip in her school work. Under 
Jutki’s influence, she learnt to 
invent stories, and to tell little 
8, to escape being caught. 
Brother Undir changed his seat 
in class and moved to the back 
row, next to Chooha, He began 
to pay less and less at- 
tention in class, 

ne day Jutki 


Ohrid asec 


Sister to bring ten 

rupees to school. 
“We'll slip out 

during br 

ice creams!" s 

suggested. “The 

orange bar is deli- 








‘That eve- 
ning, back at 
home, sister 
was lost in 
thought. 
“How on earth do I get the 
ten rupees?” she wondered. 
She had a little mud 
bank with a lot of coi 


it would have to be broken to get 










the money out. Then Mama and 
Papa might want to know what 
was going on, She decided to 
confide in Brother. 

h,” said Brother Undir, 
“Chooha asked me to bring 
money as well. He suggested I 
pick it up from 
the vegetables 
money Mama 














“L wonder if it's stealing. 
Taking money from other 
people's house is!” Sister 
wondered aloud, 

So Sister and Brother 


tip: 
toed to the kitchen. They could 
not reach the shelf where Mama 


kept the money for the 
vegetable man. So together, 
they dragged a chair to the 
kitchen, ‘Then they put a stool 
n it to make it high enough, 
Sister climbed up, while 
Brother held on tight to. the 
bottom chair. Neither of them 
wanted an accident which 
might bring Papa and Mama 
running into the Kitchen! 


“Is it there? is the money 
there? Is the money there?” 
whispered Brother anxiously. 

“Yes, I've found it,” 
whispered back Sister. 

‘They opened the box and 
looked inside. 

“We can't take it all. Let’s 
count twenty rupees. Ten for 
me, and ten for you,” said Sister 
whispering. 

“That should be enough to 
buy four ice creams!” 

“But why are we whispering, 
if this is not stealing?” asked 
Brother. 

“T don't know. And I don't 
like it,” said Sister. "But Jutki 
and Chooha will be mad at us if 
we don't bring the money.” 

“And we can't try out the 
orange ice cream bars!” said 
Brother. 





othe next day they took the 
money to school. During 
the four young mice, 
Chooha, Sister and 
Brother slipped out tobuy theice 
creams, Jutki did the buying. 

“Four orange bars, please!” 
she said loudly to the ice cream 
man, 

“But have you brought 
money?” he asked, “You still 
“Qi Wiydiltheskalstonnanupthetee? 
‘A: Because the dogs were after his 
bones. 

‘Anthony D'souza, aged 

Vashi. New Bombay = 400 7 











haven't paid for the four ice 
creams you've already eaten 
last week!” 

Sister heard the conversa- 
tion. So did Brother. They were 
getting more and more uncom- 
fortable. But they were 
nevertheless impressed by 
Jutki’s confidence when she 
said, “Why, Sure I have the 
money! Here it is, Ten rupees 
for what I already owe you and 
ten more for today. Now four 
orange bars please!” 

‘The ice cream man handed 
out the bars and took the 
money. All the four mice licked 
and sucked, and enjoyed them- 
selves. Specially Sister and 
Brother who were only now 
beginning to do forbidden 
things secretly! 





ater, that evening Sister 

had a severe attack of diar- 
thoea! Brother complained of a 
stomach ache. 

“Mama! [ can't bear it! I don't 
want to drink my milk!” cried 
Brother, who usually loved milk. 

“I don't want milk either, 
but Mama might think I'm 
shamming!” wailed poor Sister, 
who did not like milk at all, “f 
can't face dinner either! I have 
to keep running to the 
bathroom! And I promise I'm 
not reading in the toilet!” 

Papa Undir was puzzled. So 
was Mama. ‘What have the kids 
eaten?” they wondered. 

“Didn't you take boiled water 
from home to drink?” asked 
Papa. No, that was not the 


problem. 








Genta 14 November 35 


“Lunch was home made as 
well, so why the upset 
stomachs?” asked Mama. 

“Mama and I ate the same 
lunch and we are fine,” 
remarked Papa, puzzled. 

Sister looked at Brother, 
feeling uncomfortable. Brother 
looked at Sister, starting to cry. 
Mama and Papa Undir fussed 
over the two young mice. They 
wondered why Sister _and 
Brother looked so ill. Papa 
called the doctor. Mama got 
each of them a tall glass of lime 
juice, with a pinch of salt and 
sugar, 

“You must not get 
dehydrated!” she said, as she 
handed them their glasses. By 
now Brother had begun to cry 
openly. All this fuss was begin- 
ning to make poor Sister cry as 
well 

‘Mama was sitting in the 
kids’ room trying to soothe 
them. So Papa fixed dinner in 
two plates for himself and 
Mama and brought them into 
the same room saying, “Let’s be 
with the little ones until the 
doctor comes.” 


‘ama had begun to go 
through the day’s mail. 


“Oh! Here's a letter from 
your school!” she exclaimed. 

“And here's another!” said 
Papa Undir pulling out another 
envelope with the school's name 
on it, and handing it over to 
Mama Undir. 

Mama read both the letters, 
Her face became grim. 

“What's the matter?” asked 
Papa Undir. 

“It’s pretty serious!” an- 
nounced Mama looking at 
Sister and Brother in turn. 
Sister Undir hid her face under 
her sheet. Brother looked away. 

“These are notes from your 
teachers! It seems both of you 
have been getting notes for mis- 
behaviour and not doing your 
homework!” said Mama looking 
rather upset. 

“But you have not got them 
signed by either Mama or me!” 
exclaimed Papa Undir. 

“Oh no!” wailed Sister. 

“It was that naughty 
Chooha and his big sister, 
Jutki!” whimpered Brother. 

“T think you owe Mama and 
me an explanation!” said Papa 
Undir seriously. 

ister Undir confessed 
jeverything. Not doing 
homework, stealing money, 
making excuses and telling lies. 











Vinu : What do you get if you mix 
chocolate, sugar, milleand cement? 
Avi: Tdon't know..! 
‘Vinu : Chocolate Candy! 
‘Avi: But you said ‘cement’ too! 
Vinu : I just added it to make the 
question more difficult! 

P. Nishanth, aged 12, 

Kolar -563 101. 


“I knew something was 
wrong. But Jutki always has a 
clever reason for everything’” 
said Sister, unhappily. 

“Taking money from home 
or from anywhere else 
SECRETLY, is definitely steal- 
ing!” explained Mama. “When 
‘you feel you need to hide some- 
thing, you can be sure you're 
almost always doing something 
wrong.” 

“[ understand” said Sister. 

“So do I,” said Brother. 

“Not doing your homework, 
and inventing stories to cover 
up, is definitely not what my 
little mice should be up to!” 
boomed Papa Undir, looking 
severely at Sister and Brother. 

“But my pencil box was lost!” 
wailed Sister, “And I didn’t 
want to get into trouble!” 

“Look here,” said Mama 
Undir, “Aren't you in much big- 
ger trouble now?” 

“Grown ups may not always 
be right, but they eventually 








(Ramu to the shop-heeper) 
Ramu: Doyouhavea 14 paise bun? 





‘T. Shyam, aged 13 years, 
Madras - 600 028. 














find out when little ones have 
been up to no good!” remarked 
Papa Undir. 

“It's always better to tell us 
when you are in trouble,” said 
‘Mama. “We might have scolded 
you, but this behaviour - fib- 
bing, stealing is abominable!” 

“Whatever does it mean? 
asked Brother. “I guess it must 
besomething very bad, from the 
way it sounds!” 

“Abominable means hateful, 
detestable, awful, terrible,” ex- 
plained Sister. “And we must 
admit to having been all those 
things! Oh, I feel so ashamed!” 

“Besides, eating ice creams 
from unclean places is bound to 
make you ill!” said Mama. 

“Mama, don't you think 
Jutki cheated us?” Sister asked. 
“We gave her twenty rupees al- 
together and four orange ice 
cream sticks cost only ten 
rupees!” 

“The rest of the money was 
for the ice creams Jutki and 
Chooha had already eaten!” ex- 
claimed Brother. 

“But surely, we don't have to 
pay for that!” realized Sister, 
indignant all of a sudden. 

“Hmm,” said Mama, “If 
Jutki’s been doing this all the 
time, then I think her parents 
must be told about it.” 

“Anyway,” said Papa, “You 
two seem to have learnt 'a les- 
son. 

“A painful lesson!” groaned 
Sister with a laugh, as she 
clutched her stomach. 





ANURADHA KHATI 


Gonstam 16 November 33. 





This is one version of an an- 
cient Buddhist tale, retold by 
Prakash S., aged 10, of 
Bangalore 560 021 


O ce upon a time, there 
ived a man who was cruel 
by nature. He lived with his 
wife and children. One day, his _ A cruel man becomes a 
wife forgottoadd salt tothefood ‘Obber. And he meets the 
she had cooked. So he beat her Buddha..... 





—— RETOLD BY READERS ——————— A BUDDHIST TALE 








‘so hard, that she fell down in a 
faint. 

‘When the people of the town, 
came to know of it, they cried, 





“Send this cruel man to li 
the forest with the animals!” 


Thus, ‘the cruel man was 
banished to the forest to live. 
Angry with the people for 
having sent him away so 
shamefully, he decided to be- 
come a robber, 


hoever passed through 
the-forest now became 
his victim. He killed them all, 
made a garland of their little 
fingers, and wore it around his 
neck, ‘The terror-struck people 
began to call him Angulimala*, 
One day, Lord Buddha hap- 
pened to be passing through 
that very same forest. An- 
gulimala was pleased to have 
another man tokill. He began to 
chase the Buddha, 








But try as he 
might, he could 
not reach the 
Lord, He ran as 
fast as he could, 
but the Buddhi 
was walking as 
slowly and 
serenely as usual! 
At last, tired out, 
he fell to the 
ground and cried, 
“Hey, you! Stop! I want your 
little finger!" 

‘The Buddha turngd, smiled 
softly and said, “Take it if you 
wish.” 

He came towards the robber, 
held out his hand and touched 
his head. 

Angulimala felt a great 
change come over him, He felt 
very calm and peaceful. All his 
cruel feelings vanished. 

“O good soul!” he cried, 
“Take me with you! 

“Come then,” said the Bud- 
cha, calmly, 

Angulimala then became a 
monk in Buddha's monastery, 
He lost all his cruelty, his desire 
to rob and kill. 

There, he stayed, meditat- 
ing good, till the end 


















* Garland of fingers 


Goruiam 18 november 9 


A\totus have seen the inside ofa 
hospital sometime or the other, Hosp 
tals have a special smal oftheir own - 
and seemvery busy allthetime, Buthow 
did the idea a sting up a special place 
for sick people ever come about? 

The ancient Greeks used the 
temples o thet Gods of healing as rest 
ing places forthe sick. So too, did the 
Egyptians, the Babylonians and the an 
ciont Indians, The Romans especialy, 
Bogan to realize the need for hosp. 
Thoy were alvays at war, and their so 








The idea of hospital caught on, and 
slowly, they passed into the charge of 
the Church. By the 4th century, Church 
Hospitals had begun, 

Centuries passed. By the 17th cen- 
tury, public hospitals were founded in 
Britain by rich citizens who wished to 
serve the public. 





The hospital, as we see It today, 
began to evolve only around the 19th 
century. People began to live in better 
conditions. They felt the need for more 
cleanliness and better, expert care, In 
the past, nuns and other members ofthe 
Church had done the nursing 

It was Florence Nightingale who 
beganto feeltheneediortrainednurses 
to care for the sick, She began the St. 
‘Thomas's Hospitalin England. This was 
the fat raining college for nurses ever 

Hospitals soon begantohave public. 
wards and private rooms, 






‘Today, any hospital is a vast, com- 
plex organisation. There are doctors 
{physicians and surgeons), and nurses. 
‘thor staff like receptionists, 

hospital managers, ete, 


orderlies, electricians, carpenters, 
plumbers, security - whew! Doesnt that 
‘sound like a small town init 


Gorutam 19) november 33 
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| Red Indians? 


When Christopher 
Columbus discovered 
America in 1492, he 
thought he had reached 
the East Indies. So, he 

















los Indos, or 
of the Indies. 
were the 
American ‘Indians’ na- 
tive to that land. 
The Swedish biologist, Linnaeus, classified the 
peoples of the world into different races. He referred 
to the natives of America as being ‘red’, because of 
their reddish brown skin. 


‘That's why, they popularly came to be known as 
the ‘Red’ Indians! 








Ink 











earliest known 
discovered by 
the Chinese about 4500 
years ago. This was 
black drawing ink. It 
was made by mixing the 
soot from burnt oil 
(something like the way 
we make our kajal or eye-liner). This soot was mixed 
with resins and gums from trees. 
Today, a similar process is used to make the ink 
called Indian Ink or Chinese Ink. 


KkKK KK KKK . 
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Gold Covering? 











‘You must have read about the 
Ineas, a tribe belonging to South 
‘America. Their civilization was an- 
cient and organized, even though they 
had no system of writing or money. 
‘The roofs of Incan fortresses were 
thatched with wood and stone but 
were ornamented with gold. All im- 
portant buildings were covered with 
sheets of gold. A temple dedicated to 
the moon was covered with silver! 


Heart or Brain? 


The ancient Egyptians believed 
that the heart was the seat of intel- 
ligence. 

They believed that, when a person 
died, his heart will be weighed against 
a feather in a delicate balance. The 
feather represented truth. 

The balance was then shown to 
Osiris, the God of the Dead. He would 
then pass judgement on the dead man 
—his fate in the underworld. . . 





















Hydra who? 








The hydra, is a fresh water creature that lives in pools. It is 
simple form of Coelenterates, to which the jellyfish also belongs. 

But in Greek mythology, Hydra is a nine - headed monster. 
Heracles the Greek hero finally destroyed it. Each time ahead was 
cut off, two grew in it’s place. At last, Iolaus, a friend of Heracles, 
held a burning torch to each neck, as Heracles cut off the heads. 

‘And that was the end of the monster. . 
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ae 
‘Light fireworks in the open ~ 
never inside the house, 





2 & 
over small children 


playing with fireworks, 






Light fireworks 
from the side without 
bending over them, 
and quickly move away, 


Ghiire crackers, 
flower pots (anars) 
or ‘rockets’ in your hand 
while lighting ther. 





away from the bod} 
so that fying sparks 
don fal! on your clothes. 





Pour water over burns 
till the burning sensation ceases ~ 
then consulta doctor 





’e attend many functions, 

but never go empty- 
handed. We would always love 
to take a gift. It is one way of 
showing care and affection. 

My friend once called me to 
her birthday party. I went to a 
shop to look for a present. 

“An educational game,” 1 
told the shopkeeper. But all 
games were expensive. I saw 
many other things - school bag, 
purse, watch - but they were all 
beyond my purse. 

I went home gloomily. 
Mother was concerned. “Give 
her a book,” she suggested 

liked the idea, for books are 
our true friends. They give us 
knowledge and pleasur 














“Why don’t you susberibe to 

‘Gokulam’ for her?” e 
Idid that, 
I went to her party and en- 

joyed it. 


When my friend got the first 
issue of ‘Gokulam’, she rang me 
up and thanked me heartily for 
it. 













Shilpa Mehra, aged 9, 
Bombay - 26. 






Like Shilpa, you too can 
‘send your friend or a loved 
‘one, a gift subscription to 
‘Gokulam’. 

Alll you have to do Is fill in 
the form on page 79 and 
post it. 













STORY 
his teachers teach. He 
watched the way each of 
them spoke - the way 

they patted their hair, 
or pointed at the 
board... Suitable 
nicknames 
would pop into 
his mind, and 















A bhijit Das was 
ight years old 
and studied in Std. IV. 
He was a good student. 
Maybe that made him inatten- 

tive in class sometimes. Often, he could hardly wait to tell his 
he got carried away, watching friends. 

As the lunch bell rang, he 
would run out with his friends 
telling them, “Guess who is 
Muchy Tuchy 

His friends would gather 
around and ask, “Who who?” 

“Who keeps touching his 

y moustache while teach- 
Abhijit would ask laugh- 



















“Our Science sir, of 
course!” his friends would 
laugh and from then on, 
Science sir became 
Muchy Tuchy! 
‘Pen Shaker’ 
was what the 
Maths sir be- 
came. For, the 
absent-min 
ded man 
would 








shake his pen about like a stick 
while explaining something to 
the class. 

Abhijit’s friends were 
delighted. English teacher be- 
came ‘High Pony Tail’. She had 
ashort, high pony tail that kept 








she walked. This nickname 
earned roars of laughter from 
his friends. 

‘Thus, almost every break- 
time, Abhijit was the centre of 
attention - his friends wanted 
him to invent nicknames for all 
their teachers. 

The Social Studies teacher, 
unknown to herself, got a new 
name -Clippetty Clop! She wore 
high heeled sandals that made 


the sound! ‘Roly Poly was Mrs, 
‘Tiwari, their Hindi teacher. 





‘T. time. ‘The P.T. teacher 

was a tall, lean, sober 
faced man who never tolerated 
any nonsense from the boys. 
‘The whole class was scared of 
him, He had a peculiar habit of 
screwing up his nose whenever 
he was thinking of something. 

Lunchtime. 

“Class VI versus Class VII - 
it is a cricket match tomorrow 
between you. Now, leaders! 
Gather the best eleven from 
your classes and be here at 11 
a.m, sharp! Understood?” 

It was Abhijit screwing up 
his nose, and doing an imitation 
of ‘Nosey’. The boys laughed so 
much that Abhijit had to stop 
right in the middle. Manoj 
clapped him on the back and 
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cried, “You're really great, 
Abhil” 

It was a week later, that 
Raja came to Abhijit asking for 
aruler 

“I won't give it to you!" Ab- 
hijit told him. “You borrowed 
my new eraser last week and 
never bothered to return it.” 

Raja became angry, and 
they began to fight. 

At last, Raja shouted, “Wait 
till [tell Mrs. Tiwari about your 
nicknames!” 

Now that was no mean 
threat. For, if you remember, 
Abhijit had named Mrs. Tiwari 
‘Roly Poly’. 

‘The next period was Hindi. 

Mrs, Tiwari trooped in. 

She'd just taken her seat 
when Raja got up and said, 
“Madam! Abhijit has been nick- 
naming and imitating all our 
teachers. He's named you ‘Roly 
Poly’.” 

‘There was pin drop silence 
in class. Abhijit could hardly lift 








hiseyes and meet Mrs. Tiwari’s, 
He was seeing images of himself 
being dragged to the principal’s 
office. 

All waited with bated breath 
for the outburst. Then, Mrs. 
‘Tiwari burst out laughing. The 
whole class stared at her 
stunned. 

She then turned to Raja, “I 
wish you wouldn't tell on your 
friends, Raja. Nothing is worse 
than being a sneak.” 

Raja turned red and sat 
down. 

“Abhijit,” she continued, “I 
don’t want to comment on your 
pastime. I trust you did it in 
good fun, And I don’t want to 
hear of this matter again.” 

Abhijit was relieved. He did 
feel ashamed of himself, just a 
little. 

Later, he red-facedly stam- 
mered apologies to a smiling 
‘Roly Poly’ 





Sheela Nayak 





FIRST SHOWERS 


'The Dusty garden becomes green, 
With a shower of rain. 

When cleany it becomes, 

It looks like a greeny bed. 

Come let us enjoy this pure pure rain. 


8. Jayashree, 


St. Anthony’s G.H.S.S., Madras. 
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For Prospectus send Rs. 2 stamps gy 
AJ. ART COURSE ( 


Not, 6th Main Road, Dhandeeswaram, — | 
Velachery, Madras 600 042, 
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Turn this page over for 


HEY DIDDLE RIDDLE! 


A GANG OF DIWALI THIEVES HAVE TIED 
POOR CASH'U'NUT TO A GIANT CRACKER 
AND ALAS! THE FUSE HAS BEEN LIT! 


GRAB YOUR DICE, COUNTERS AND OF 
COURSE, YOUR WATERING CANS (TO PUT 
OUT THE FUSE), AND TRY SAVE 
CASH'‘U’NUT, BEFORE HE GOES UP WITHA 
BIG BANG! 


29 november 93 





ay, 
aihsns an & 


= Dy 


ge 
EI 
ya 
Fea 
3 
Bo 
e8 
1 








w 
o 
< 
a 
z 
= 
- 
o 
< 








This is a game my teacher 
taught us in school. I'd like to 
share it with you. You need 
more than two players. A group 
of five or ten will be great! The 
more there are, you have more 
fun. 


1. Each player has to 
say some word at ran- 
dom. 

For Example : Fox, Star 
T.V., Michael Jackson, and so 
on 

2. One of you must write 
down the words in the same 
order. 


Example: 1. Fox 2. Star T.V. 
3, Phone 4. Michael Jackson 5. 
Hotel Amar ete. 

Each one of the players 
makes up a story using ali the 
above words. 

Example : A fox was watch- 
ing star T.V. Michael Jackson 
was singing ‘Black or White’, 
‘The fox was so thrilled that it 
picked up the phone and dialled 
Jackson's nymber. They agreed 
to meet at Hotel Amar... 

The best ‘tale’ gets the pri 





S. Malathi, 
Bangalore - 560 042, 


JUMBLE BUMBLE 





Hidden in the scrambled 
words, are names of ten Indian 
languages. 

Find them. 

1. TASIRNSK 
2. RISHAKMI 
3. THRAAMI 
4. NDAKNAA 
5. GUTELU 





6. YALAMLAMA 
7. LIMAT 
8. GANEBLI 
9. NIARAAJHTS 
10. RAGJA UTHI 
K. Venkatram, aged 9, 
Vidya Mandir, Salem. 


Answers on page 80 
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bombs and ro: 
We lit them and ran, 
hat day we had fun! 
B.J. Nandakumar, 
Bangalore - 16. 




































+}— TRAVEL EXPERIENCE —— 


In the summer of 1992, | went 
alone on a holiday to the U.S.A. 
| was to visit my uncle at Alabama. 
| travelled by British Airways. 

My holidays over, it was time for 
me to return home from ‘paradise’, 
| was to break my journey at 
London, and board another British 
Airways flight to Madras. 

It was a sunny day in London 
when we landed. | was well taken 
care of, by the good-natured 
ground staff. | had landed at the 
London Gatwick Airport, but | had 
to get to the London Heathrow 
International Airport to catch my 
flight to Madras. 

At Heathrow, | was informed 
that | had a few hours before | was 
to board the plane. So | began to 
browse around the duty free 
shops. 

Suddenly, a member of the 
ground staff came running towards 
me. 

“You are an unaccompanied 
minor, aren't you?” she asked me. 
| nodded, “Yes.” 

“Your flight is boarding,” 





she 





Po 


ont real o| 


$$ $$ 


said, “The last call is over.” 

| was bewildered. | had planned) 
to phone one of my aunts in Lon- 
don. 

“There is no time," | was told. 

| was rushed to the terminal 
where the plane was to be| 
boarded, Just as | was about to be} 
ushered into the flight, another] 
member of the ground staff 
reached there. With her, was a girl) 
about my age. 

“This girl is an unaccompanied 
minor too, Her name is Elizabeth,” 
she told us. “We mistook you for} 
her. We are really sorry.” 

That was when | learnt, that the] 
flight was for Montreal, Canada! If} 
Elizabeth had not been found in| 
time, | would have landed in| 
Montreal, and Elizabeth in Madras! 
Funny, isn’t it? | had missed a 
chance of seeing Montreal. 

But | was glad to be out of the 
confusion. And | was able to phone 
my aunt after all . 


Chaarulatha Mani, 
aged 12, 
Madras - 600 041, 
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1.To0 CAN 
FLY, 1 1 TRY 
AND TLL Do 
ATWISTIER 
Twist! 
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PUZZLE 














IN THE 
COMPUTER 


Hidden in this maze of letters, are ten words that are 
connected with the computer. See if you can spot them. 





FLOPPYODtcsca 
ERA WODRAH LO F 
ec BK C F J TDS BO 
| HF | L QR OM OR 
K SG S MA F PRL T 
wzZHAOT RO KOR 
J EG BWUTUOTA 
xX DY ABtlVYV TUK N 
LER JN | N PUT T 
K ES OR WAU GY U 
McM S$ TN R TR KO 






D.S. Chitra, Std. IX, 
Florence High School, 
Bangalore - 79. 








Solution on page 80 
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“Youare really 
truthful when you 
admit you lied.” 


ying is a very human ten 

fdency. All of us have lied 
sometime or the other. But why 
do teachers, parents and books 
always say that it is not good to 
lie? Isn'ta lie, ahandy tool to get. 
out of a tricky situation? 


Madan once lied to his 
teacher that his grandma was 
terribly sick, This was an excuse 
for not attending an important 
test, His teacher believed him 
Madan found it very easy to lie 
and be let off, until the day he 
was found out. The label ‘liar’ 
stuck to him,-and even if he ut- 
tered the truth nobody 


Ai 






People also lie for various 
other reasons 





Lies to impres: 

















‘Boasts! and ‘show-offs' fall 
under this category. 

Boasts like to broadcast 
what they really possess - and 
also what they do not really pos- 
sess! Such people may also ex- 
aggerate their own qualities 
Now, doesn't that amount to 
lying? 

Some others, lie blatantly to 
win friends and admirers. 





believed him! 

But worst of ail... 
the tests missed, as- 
signments not com- 
pletedand home work 
left undone, made his 
final report card look 
asorry sight! 

Now whom had 
Madan fooled? His 
teacher or himself? 








ony 
wat) 
























Ihe lessons 

that 
Manish learnt 
from this ex- 
perience made 
him think. He 
asked himself 
these questions: 

* Put your- 
self in the other 
person's shoes - 
If someone lied 





Friends thus made, do not last 
long. 


Manish’s father often went 
away on tours to Madras. 
Manish would boast to his 
friends that his father was at 
Manila! 

Manish thought that his 
friends were impressed. He took 
pains to keep his younger and 
more truthful brother away 
from his group, so that the 
young chap wouldn't blurt out 
the truth! He also fibbed about 
many other such things. 

Now Manish’s friends did 
not really bother about 
whether his father went [_ 
to Madras or Manila. 

But, when they learnt 
that Manish had lied to 
them, they felt fooled. 





They kept away from 
him, till Manish himself 
admitted to his lies. 












to you, wouldn't 
you feel cheated? 

* When you find that a 
friend has lied, would you con- 
sider him trustworthy? 

* Can true-friends be earned 
by false claims? 


Lies to hurt 


Some lies are harmless, but 
some hurt, intentionally; while 
others do so unknowingly. 

Jealousy is the main cause 
for lies that hurt intentionally. 








Santosh envied Shyam who 
was the Maths teacher's pet. So 


he deliberately 
scrawled hurtful 
things about the 
teacher, on the 
school walls, and 
signed Shyam’s 
name below it! 
Does that not 
read like a story 
book situation? 


Very few kids are 














capable of such mean feelings 

Many times, lies can un- 
knowingly hurt too. A person 
fooled by a lie, is a person hurt. 
Especially if the liar is a friend, 
(Manish and his friends are a 
good example of this case.) 

Sometimes, truth can hurt 
too! 


Priya sang like a frog. Each 
time she asked Uma for an 
opinion, Uma could only evade 
the question, or give a totally 
false picture of Priya’s singing 
abilities. 

Thinking of it, Uma decided 
to tell Priya, the truth. 


Now how could she do that 
without hurting Priya? 

Uma started by giving ex- 
amples of music critics - who 
were not known for their own 
singing abilities, but were well 
known for their knowledge of 
music. She also cited examples 
of music composers and in- 
strumentalists popular for their 
knowledge and skill, not for 
their singing abilities. Uma took 
pains to explain that though 






Priya was not gifted with the 
ability to sing, her undying 
thirst for the art, could take her 
places. 
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Priya was left with no il- 
lusions about her singing 
abilities, But the ‘positive stroke’ 
by Uma, had helped. Priya set 
about learning the Veena. 
Today no school function is com- 
plete without her Veena recital 


hile honesty is the best 

policy, those who prideon 
their ‘truthfulness’ can turn out 
to be real bores with a ‘holier 
than thou’ attitude. 


‘Such a case was Vidya’s. She 
hada habit of taunting others in 
the guise of being ‘honest’. 

“Look how Gowri walks, like 
aduck", she would remark loud- 
ly. 

If someone asked her to stop 
her comments, she would say 
with her nose up in the air, 
“Why, Lam only being truthful; 
is that wrong?* 

Such ‘honesty’ is only an ex- 
cuse for being mean, 


If Gowri had asked for an 
opinion of her gait, Vidya could 
have given it, in private - that 
too without hurtful com- 
parisons to a duck, ete, Remem- 
ber Uma’s positive approach to 
Priyal 





Dishonesty results in — 
© Fooling oneselt, by fool- 
ing others 

@ Constant fear of being 
‘found out’, and hence con- 
stant misery. 

© Inability to bea 
trustworthy and true com- 
PANO vv 








isunderstood honesty 
hhas its ill-effects too! 

Understand honesty, invest 

in it. Go on to be a better you 


i= 
RANGASHREE 





Ramu 1 Do you know the joke 

‘about the dry piece of bread? 

‘Shamu + Oh, yes! [heard that it 
‘avery stale joke! 





Ashwin Shinde, aged 13, 
Bombay - 98, 





4 
Mother + Your face is clean, 
Raja, But how did you get your 
hhands 90 dirty? 





MV. Karthik, aged 11, 
Madras - 600 023, 














Centre of Learning for Children, 
Madras. 
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A dads UES essay on 
‘ent economic poliey! Give Me some 

















cveresnony ene it 
son & jpusiness tour.” 
ometing fanny?” asked 


ow Istitehed 





eriiwrite about h 


as a failure 
ny friends, Bive 
sy maybe 






shrividhya: age 15, 
‘Delhi - 54- 


— COVER STORY — 


twas a hot 
summer after- 
noon. Some 
little insect flew 
into the room 
and hit the 
ceiling fan with 
a big ‘SPLAT’. 
As it fluttered 
helplessly 
to the ground, 


| saw that it was 
a beautiful " 
orange butterfly, 
with dark brown 


spots. It was 
dead! 

We see but- 
terflies around 
us daily. So 
many colours. 
So many sizes. 
They seem to 
belong to some 
little magical 
world of their 
own. This 
tempts so many 
of us to catch 
these helpless 





+ The eaty ti 








+ Off on a holiday? Migration. 
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creatures to take a closer 
look at them. 

Butterflies, like moths 
belong to the insect order, 
Lepidoptera. There are so 
many species of them, and 
more are being discovered 
every year. 

Butterflies fly during the 
day. Some species fly at 
twilight, and only a few of 
them actually prefer night- 
flying. 

Butterflies can be found 
almost anywhere in the 
world, except in the highest 
snow-covered mountain 
ranges 





Like birds, 
some species 
of butterflies 
migrate too. 
They fly in 
groups and 
cover long 
distances. The 
reason for this 
change of 
place is not clearly known, 

The butterfly has very 
many enemies. Many birds 
make butterflies their food. 
‘So too, does the spider 
and the predatory Praying 
Mantis. 

To save themselves, 
many species of butterflies 
have taken precautionary 
measures. Some of them 
have strong wings and can 
easily escape danger. 
Others rely on their colour- 
ing to merge quietly into 
the background. 

The bodies of some 
butterfies contain chemicals 
that are so 
repulsive, that 
the attacker 
drops it at once. 

Caterpillars 
too, are protect- 
edinsimilar * 
ways. Some of 


* Curiosity can be cruel, 













THE 
GREEN 
DRAGON 
TAIL 


This is a unique butterfly simply because 
of the length of ite tails, It flie rapidly about, 
TRovering over flowers for Tong 

‘hina brownish butterfly with white mark. 
ings and a white fringe at it's edges. 

‘tia found in South-East Aria, mainly in 
Burma, Malaya and the Phillipines. 


THE PEACOCK 





Allustrous and grandly coloured butterfly is this. tis found in the woods 
and meadows of Central Europe quite commonly. 
This species of butterfly hibernate in winter, to swarm around the 
fielde once spring arrives. 
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r 
THE BHUTAN GLORY 





This is, once 
to tree tops, Bes 


‘mountainous count 
‘Ana result, not much is known of the Bhutan Glory's life history. 











Collectors have found that the Bhutan Glory emite 
after it has been dead. 
THE KAISER-I-HIND 








Itis a strong flier 





ahigh fying butterfly Iti difficult to catch, as it heepe 
heaps to an altitude of 7.000 — 9,000 foet in high, 


eis generally found in North India, Assam, Bhutan, and in parte of Burma, 
wet odour, even days 





Named the Teinopalpus imperialis, this rather royal looking butterfly is 
found mostly in Asia. It fltes about in Assam, Nepal, Sikkim, Bhutan and China. 

This ia @ rare butterfly and is hard to obtain. That is because itis literally a 
‘high flier’ It flies about near tree-tops, only rarely descending to the ground. 


J 











THE KRISHNA PEACOCK 





Look atthe picture, and you will how how this buterfly got 
itte name. It belongs to the group of sallow tail and is named 
the Baptio Krishna! 

This is found mostly inthe mountain areas of Bhutan and 
Sithim. It flies at high altitudes betveen 3,000 and 9,000 feet, 


THE TAILED BIRDWING 





This species are collectively called the Aristolochia Papilos. They belong to 
the group of swallow tails. 
hat hititone ofthe meat beautiful butifes inthe world. Only afew Birdwings 
ave tails. 
‘The Tailed Birdwing in the picture is the male of the species. The female does 
not have the tail. She lays yellow eggs. 
This apecies is found in New Guinea, Africa. 














THE TREE NYMPH 


This extravagantly named butterfly is found in Java, Sumatra, 
Ceylon and India (in Kerala). It is a cloae relative of the famous 
Monarch butterfly 

It is so called because it lives on tree tops on hilly regions upto 
4,000 feet. Thus, though it is a common butterfly, it is difficult to 
catch. 

The ‘Nymph has a lovely, large shape, with dark doteon a white 
or grey background. Truly beautiful butterfly 





THE SMALL THAIS 


It is a small, yellow butterfly with black, crimson and 
white markings. It is a butterfly that prefers warm regions, 
Iris found in Southern Europe and parts of Asia. 

It is a seasonal butterfly, but easy to catch. That is 
because it flutters slowly above the ground, mahing it easy 
prey 

It belongs to the genus Small Thais, 
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them eject a nasty odour 
when disturbed. Others 
have hairs or spikes. Still 
others feed only at night, 
away from the eyes of the 
sleeping enemy. 

The eggs of the butterfly 
take many interesting shapes 
and colours, The female 
lays her eggs in clusters on 
a plant. The larvae that 
hatch out, eat their shells 





first, before feeding on the The ugly Caterpillar 

plant. become: & beauthil Buttertyi 
Though some caterpillars Today, butterfly 

are dreaded by farmers collectors are becoming 

as pests, there are other more aware of the cruelty 


‘useful’ ones. For example, of doing one to death, 
‘one species, the silk worm, just to pin it up ona 
is used to make silk collection board. So, 
thread. more and more collectors 
Butterflies love to drink. are photographing their 
On hot summer days, they ‘prey’, rather than pinning 
gather around on the wet — them. Great, isn'tit? sm 
sands of pools 
and little 
puddles to 
guzzle water, 
Other than 
honey, some 
butterflies suck 
the sap of trees 
and plants, or 
juice from 
damaged or 
rotten fruit. 





* Ler gather around for @ drink! 
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his happened when 
my family lived in 


BIRTHDAY [20 Teandcun. Ms 
BLUES had arrived. ie 


My mother dressed her in 
Je’ s her new clothes and gave her a 
box full of small biscuits to 

ny birth day! distribute in class, 

‘That afternoon, sis returned 
with more than half the biscuit 
box still full. Puzzled, my 
mother went to school to inves- 
tigate, 

“She refused to give the bis- 
cuits to anybody," laughed her 
teacher, “She said that it was 
her birthday, so only she would 
at thom!" 

Even today, we tease my 
sister for her ‘selfishness’! 





















L. Aishwarya, 
Madrs 


Employer : Wo want a respon- 
sible man for this job, 
© Raja: That's me! Wherever I've 
worked, if anything went wrong, 
they suid Iwas responsible! 
Binitha Joseph, aged 14, 
| Bangalore - 660 054. 


@ + What do you call a 

man who can't stop buying 

carpets? 
A: Arug addict! 

S. Harish, 

KES, High School, 


Bombay. 
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‘e were returning to our 
home in Sullurpet after 
ng our grandmother at 

‘Tiravanmiyur in Madras. We 

boarded the Circar Express at 

6:80 pm at Madras Central. The 

train was due to leave at 7:30 pm. 

‘As we awaited departure, my 
parents, my younger brother and 
Thad a’ snack of idlis. Then, my 
father and I got down from the 
train to wash our hands and 
collect some drinking water. 

After I had washed my 
hands, I told my father that I 
would’ return to the compart- 
ment. He was busy filling water 
in a bottle. 

‘As I walked down the pl 
form I realized something with 
‘a shock. I could not identify my 
compartment. Crowds of people 
were standing around. I felt all 
alone and confused. Frightened, 
Thegan to weep. 








Some students in the crowd 
saw me crying and asked me 
what the matter was. When I 
explained, they somehow 
managed to reach me to my 
compartment. 

Whata sight I saw there! My 
mother was weeping, and my 
father was running frantically 
about, trying to spot me. Hehad 
been on the verge of calling the 
police. 

Phew! It was not an adven- 
ture I would like to repeat! 


S. Ganesh, aged 11, 
Space Central School, 
Sullurpet. 


Gorton 53 noventer 53 


‘uolyod 
ugei6 ay} UO JUSdSEI9 D PUD IDs D UYIM 
“6D uees6 pud ayyM D soy InoquBieu 
JDISIBAOIJUOS {SOW PUD JSESOIO $,D1PU] 


ueysped 


Boy aus 0} peppo 
SOM S019 $,4OUIOd “IS ‘LOBL Ul WoOPBUNy 
D awOdSq 00} PuDjay) UsUM || SeLUDP 
‘Bury ayy JepuN payuN aem punj6u;Z 
PUD PUD}JONS jo WoPBuly auj UaUM ‘9091 
Ul PaDSI9 SOM YOO UOIUN {SI SUL 
“punos6490q 
@1UM D ULM INOIOD UI Pal ‘s,a610E5 41S 
}I| 'S8019 §,YOUIDg “4S PUY ‘PUNOIB¥90q 
@N|q 0 UO S}IYMSOMSSO!OS,MaIPUY IS 
‘6D aul Jo 
81,USO SU} SW} SIU] ‘PUOIB¥D0q SYM D 
UJIM INO|OD U! PAI s1’ssO19 s,861085 ‘IS 
JEUJOUD JO do} UO suo Pasodull 
‘(Pu_jay| PUD PUDYODS ‘PUD|BU3 jo sjuIDS 
Uoujod Sul) YOUIDd “Js PUD MalpUY 1g 
‘961099 ‘Ig JO Sa8sO19 Suy SOU BOY SIUL 





‘PUD|a!| WEYYON PUD UIDINg 1919 JO 
‘wopBuly peyun aus Jo Boy auf si siyL 


yoeP uoIUn ey, 


SOV1s 
XIS 


a7THOM 3HL GNNOHV WOHF 





Gohutam 54 november 99 


wsJOquuAs jDIDeds D soy UCBDIpP eu 
“AyisosaueB 
PUD JeMod sasijoquuAs | ‘UCBDIP D Jo 
@1n6y eu; sl ‘BD\) BUI Jo a4yUED oUy IY 
‘wisiuppng Buljuesaida: ‘e6uD10 
-UsIPPA! © S| JOU JOM} SUL ‘AjUOUIND 
IPA! JO INO|OD aly 'MO!|]BA UONJOS 








onnio nsI00R4 





SI JOY Jeddn ay| ‘siNojod OM Oyu} 
-oBbIp pepiaip si uDynyg Jo Hoy ey, 


ueynyg 





jou 





“A 
-edsoid 10 spupjs uaei6 uy pud ‘sone 
40} UAYD} S| IIUM aly ‘AODPO} ing 
“UDISHOd Ul 
SOWIIUNLLUO9 AoulWUJ6UJo ay} jUase/del 
"tn 





©} UexD} SOM UOJod ayy SUL 
‘WDIs EUL OF BsO[o ‘BOY 
eu) suUIOpD ediys aIIUM Y ‘| Ul eBUDYO 
JUBIIs D SOM BIOUL ING "ZhS| Ul DIU LOH} 
Pejbiodas 4! UaYyM 'UDjs}{Dd Aq UBD} 
SDM HDI AUIDS AIBA SIU] “] UO JUBDSEIO D 
PUD JDIs D YM ‘BD Ueal6 D pejdopp 
@n6De7 WiIsnW DIU} IY U4 ‘9061 Ul 








ame 


P91DeI9 elem Boy siyy Jo sadujs 
PUD SIDJs BY} MOY UID}89 alINb Jou SI 4] 





eovauly JO Sales PayuN eyL 


‘wslUppng jUsseides eionbs awWos OU, 
Jo se6ps ely 40 sanne| indeed inoj aul 
S@INBY ‘D'g AINJUBD Ulg WO) USO} $1 ;OUL 
lOQWAS B S| PIOMS SU} LIM UO! SUL 
‘seyOUI PUI 
PUD ISNA! Sus JUasesdal Oo} Siam Asal 
‘PEPpD aleMm sediyjs eBuDIO pud usaid 
OU UBUM 'LG6L Ul Sif] 0 PeBUDYS som 


“ 
4 
Boy su, ‘jUePUedepU! eLUDDEq ‘Uo|AaD 
sD uMOUX Usyy ‘AjUNOD |uy UayM § 
‘8761 Ul Pasios som Hoy asajouuls jsiy aU 8 
‘UaU} PalDald som BDI) juasaid 


BUL "OXUD] Ug JO yGNdey jsI!OID0g SO) 
S08 SY eLUDDEq UO|ASD ‘9/61 Ul 





16 onber 





eyuelUS 


*,uoBDIg auj Jo puD], suDaW 
YOIUM. ‘INA-4Ng SI UDYNUg Jo} etuDU Sut 
abpn6up} uDjaql| ay} uj '0oj UDINUg 10} 





. “dius Gumos D smous 
yoIym 'e6pDq [O1UIO9 sI!s! ‘814489 84} ty 
"PUB JJO}S BUI Jo 19UI09 do} Byj Jo YUP 
uolUuN uy soy PUD's} siyj jo BOY SUL 





YOOR}Xe} Alo\siy PUD A\OWEUL 
oliand oyu) Aom sii punoj puns! aif 
OINOSQO SIU} ‘MOY $, JOU] “IOY PS|IKe SOM 
JIN1 YOUA!Y OUy ‘UDS|OGON S {1 U} 
PE-LZBL WO} {1 UO WID|o 
Peyx04s AUDdLUOD BIPU} S03 USWG SUL 
“J! POXBUUD PUDIIOH ‘EEO UJ ‘DIDU] DUD 
8doin3 usamjeq sano) Das By UO 4104 JO 
Hod © 8U0D8q UOOS 4} ‘PUDIS! PayIGOY 





-UIUN SIU} PE1eAOISIP_[j8{s0D DAN OP 
0-0f ‘JojDBiAoU esanBnylog 0 ‘205 L Ul 
“S8UO JSIJOLWUS JOUJO JOJSASS PUD ‘UOIsUBOSY 
"DYUND OP UNIS! ‘DUBISH ‘}s JO sPUDIS! 
BU} SBPNIDU! {1 “AUOIOD UMOID Us\Lig 
spuds! JO dnoi6 ej) Guyseieyu! sus 


eualeH 1S 


‘pesog used 
soy Go), UdoNeWy 84} YOIYM UO Wieljod 
280g yy Asnoigo si Bol4 sue oul 
UOIUN aul Jo saloys 4 
IDUIGUO UaELIy oUy jueseide: (IIL 
PUD pay) sediyjs jOJUOZNOY USEY!Uy UL 
‘uojun ayy 4 
Ulol 04 e1D4s YOY BU; eWODEq HOMOH 4 
“6861 Ul AOPO} 4! Ul SIOJS Ay O10 BsOUL 
UO|UN Buy) Ul $8}0I5 JO JEqUINU Ou 
0} |onbe eq Pinoys UoIOd aniq eu) ul 
SJDJS JO JOQUINU EUj JOU} PIDs 4} ‘sse1BUOD 
Uj Ul Passod som UOYN|OSA! D ’gLgL UL 
S105 
ueeIU eu) Aq peonide som si} ‘Z// 1 Ul 
“@10 SIDIS Ou) SIUM 19U09 Ou 10 4O0r 
UOIUN D POY '9Z/ | Ul Paysioy Boy jsiy SUL 


















en 


E™ today, I think what an 
jescape it was for my 
mother, in an incident that hap- 
pened forty years ago. 

My grandparents were on a 
visit to Ooty. With them were 
their children. My mother was 
justfour years old then. The fast 
moving train was nearing it’s 
destination. My grandparents 
began to gather their luggage 





BA MAMA'S DAYS 


JA[MIAlz}i[Nja| 





together, unaware that my 
mother and my aunt were 
standing near the door of the 
compartment. 

Suddenly, a great gust of 
wind blew the door open. (Ithad 
obviously not been locked.) The 
two children were caught un- 
awares and lost their balance. 
Luckily for my aunt, a pas- 
senger standing next to her, 
grabbed her to safety. And my 
helpless mother was flung out of 
the moving train, 

Somebody shouted, “A little 
girl has fallen out of the train!” 

That was when my 
grandparents realized that it 
was their little girl who was 
missing. They pulled the alarm 
chain, and the train screeched 
to a halt. My grandpa and 








Q + What is worse than a hole in 
your stocking? 
A + Two holes! 
M. Auhbell Selva Poorna, 
aged 13, 


Port Blair -744 101. 
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RECIPE 








RAW MANGO 
JUICE 


You need: 
2-3 raw mangoes 

1/4 kg. jaggery 

Pepper powder (to taste) 


—_————>> 
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grandma jumped out of the 
train, praying for her safety. 
They ran along the tracks look- 
ing for their missing child. 

His eyes darting anxiously 
this way and that, my grandpa 
ran on. He stumbled upon a 
rock, and his chappals came 
loose. Uncaring, he ran on. 

Suddenly, he stopped short. 
For, there, standing before him 
was a farmer with my mother in 
his arms. My grandmother too 
reached there. Both were 


relieved to see their child safe 
and sound. Thanking the 
farmer profusely, they returned 
to the station. 

‘They were soon surrounded 
by the relieved and surprised 
passengers. A crowd ofhawkers 





offered my mother sweets and 
biscuits. 

When my mother had fallen 
out of the train, she had fallen 
on a heap of soft sand. She had 
not had a single scratch. The 
farmer had seen her fall out of 
the train and had picked her up 

‘Anear thing, wasn’t it? 

Meera Venkatesan, 
Calcutta - 27. 






eer ae maLaiey to make it : 


Cook the raw mangoes in a 
pressure cooker without adding 
water, peel off the skin, and 
mash the pulp well. 

Dissolve jaggery in water. 
Add the mashed pulp tothisand 
add the pepper. Stir well. 
Strain and serve chilled. 

M.P. Shubha, Std. V, 
St. Anthony's H.S., Hyderabad. 
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ong, long ago, there 
lived in a small village 
jin Malaya, a man 
called Oran, and his wife 
Gutan:They stayed in a hut 
with Oran’s hard-working 
old mother. 

Oran and Gutan were a 
lazy couple. They hated any 
kind of work. But they loved 
good food. Thus, while 
Oran's mother worked and 
worked, man and wife, lazed 
and ate 

“My dear son and 
daughter,” “she told them, 
“Earn your own living, for 
I might not be there 
tomorrow.” 


But they paid no heed to 








her words. 

And sure enough,’ 
one day, the poor old 
mother fell ill and died. Oran 
and Gutan were sorry to lose 
her, but soon, they had to face a 
more practical problem. How 
were they to eat? 

“Well,” said Gutan at last, “I 
gan think of only one thing to 

jo. 

She went to her neigh- 
bour’s house and said, “Dear, 
dear sister! There's not a morsel 
to eat at home. Please help 
us.” 


viiy 


‘The kind-hearted lady gave 
her some left-over food. But 
when this began to 
happen everyday, 
she said at last. 





“Gutan, good sister! | have no 
food to spare at all!” 

So, Gutan went to another 
neighbour, to beg her for some 
food. 

Soon, everybody in the 
village became wise to the 
wiles of the lazy couple. 
They complained to their 
headman, 

He called them and said, 
“Oran and Gutan! 
Lazy people like 
you cannot live in 
this village. Go 
spend the rest of 
your days in the 
forest.” 

Lazy as they 
were, Oran and 
Gutan did not 









mind. They lived a happy 
life in the forest, lazingin 
the sun, and munching fruits. 

Soon, they quite forgot to be 
civilized! Lazy as they were, 
they stopped talking to each 
other. And soon, they forgot 
human language too! 

‘They began climbing trees, 
and were soon covered with 
thick, red hair. 

As time passed, they had a 
number of children who were 
just like them. 





And that's how, 
today, we see oran- 
__ gutans peering at 
“_ us from their cages 
Tatthe zoo! = ml 


Susmita 
R. Gurjar, 
aged 11, 
Cochin - 2. 





— STORY — 


Only a few who knew 
Raja Mitra, knew thathe 
was a writer. Pradip 
Sen, Joy's father was a 


lecturer in a college, and 
awell-known author too, 
He had published over a 
dozen books and one of 
them had even won a 
state award, That's how, 
most of the people in his 
area had come to know 
him quite well. 

Pradip Sen’s books 
were written for adults, 
But Raja Mitra wrote for 

younger people. They 
lived quite close to each 
other. 

Raja’s son, Dhruv, 
was Joy's friend. They 
were of the same age, but 
studied in different 
schools. That was be- 
cause Pradip babu could 
afford to send his son to 

a a public school, while 

aja uncle was good at Raja babu couldn't. 

telling funny tales. Joy It was the first day of 

loved to listen to them. Baisakh — the Bengali New 
Rajaunclehad beenhis father’s Year Day. Pradip Sen had two 
friend since their school days in hooks published. One was an 
a small town. And Joy was & dventure story, and the other 


special fan of his. was a collection of essays. 
Raja Mitra’s stories might is 


have been based on real ex- 
periences. Or they could have home with # complimen- 
been simply imagination. But tary copy of the two books, He 
wherever he went, Raja Mitra thrust the adventure story book 
gathered a group around him, into Joy's hands. He was very 
and regaled on one of his funny excited. He was sure that Joy 
tales. would begin reading it at once, 













that evening, he returned 
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But Joy only glanced at the 
cover and put it down. He was 
waiting impatiently for Raja 
uncle to arrive, 


ja Mitra came at around 
:00 pm. He too had gone 
to college street, which was the 
hub of the book publishing 
trade in Calcutta. But no book 
of his had been published that 
year. Only one story had been 
included in a collection of short 
stories. 

He had brought the book 
with him, as well as a 
little box of ‘sandesh’ for 
his friend’s family. 

Pradip Sen gave his 
childhood friend a warm 
welcome. Tea and 
snacks were served. Joy 
came running in a little fj 
later, 











h, uncle! Won't you 
tell me a story? Has any 
new book of your's been 
published? Did you bring 
me a copy?" 

The tall and lean 
Mitra smiled at Joy's 
eagerness. 

“Here,” he said, 
giving Joy the collection 
of short stories, “Only 
one little story of mine 
has been published 
Come! I'll read it out to 
you.” 

‘The two immediately 











selected a corner of the room, 
where they sat facing each 
other. Soon Joy was engrossed 
in the story. Raja Mitra was a 
good story-teller. He made it 
interesting by acting out the 
different characters, 

Suddenly, Raja babu looked 
up and saw Pradip sitting all 
alone, a newspaper on his lap. 
He looked rather lonesome and 
cut-off. 

Dhruv 
later. 


Friends 





arrived a little 
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“How do you do, uncle,” he 
asked, touching Pradip Sen's 
feet. 

“Sit down, my boy,” said 
Pradip affectionately. 

“Tl see auntie and be back,” 
replied Dhruv. On the first day 
of Baisakh, it was the custom to 
pay respects to all elders, and 
receive sweets and gifts.” He 
returned with a plate of sweets 
in hand. 

id you get any book pub- 
lished, uncle?” asked Dhruv. 

“Oh, yes!" replied Pradip 
Sen, “Two. One is an adventure 
story...” 

“Oh! Did you get me a copy, 
uncle?” 

Pradip got the books, signed 
his name on them, and gave 
them to Dhruv, 

“You can read the book of 
essays when you are older,” he 
said. 

“[ love adventure stories! 
said Dhruv, excited. 

Raja Mitra’s story-telling 
had come to an end. He looked 












up to see his friend looking 
happy and animated. He was 
telling an engrossed Dhruv how 
he had written the adventure 
story. 

Joy had dashed out of the 
room as soon as the story had 
ended, He was heard re-telling 
it to his mother in the next 
room. 

Raja Mitra looked at Pradip 
and remembered their school 
days together. Had they been 
carefree boys like Joy and 
Dhruv then? Now they were 
fathers.... 

Joy came dashing back 
in, 

“Mother wants to know if 
you want some more tea and 
pakoras, She's making some for 
us 





“Of course!” Pradip and 
Raja answered together. 
‘They looked at each other 
and laughed. They were 
carefree boys once again. 


SAIBAL CHAKRAVARTY 


the bull dog? 





+ Well, the dog 





Binitha Joseph, aged 14, 
Bangalore - 560 054. 








POETRY 


TREKKING 




















Trekking is an expedition 

To climb high mountains, 
Jumping, running and crossing, 
Mountain passes and rivers flowing. 


It includes hurts and bruises, 
And also baths in mountain sluice 
It makes us tired in the sun, 

But you'll love the frolic and fun! 


We have to carry equipment, 

And small useful instruments, 

Which helps us reach our destination, 
Without losing our way in hill stations. 


Divya Kurup, aged 13, Nagpur - 1. 
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STORY = 
of children from the neighbour- 
were playing in our garden. We 


loved to watch them. Today, they were play- 
ing hide ‘n’ seek. A few of the children ran to 
hide behind the broad trunk of the mango 
tree. 





“Stop! Careful!” Granny who had until 
now, been watching them with pleasure, al- 
most leapt out of her seat and ran behind 
them. “Careful about those little saplings 
there!” 

Granny loved her garden. To her, each of 
her plants was a lovely living thing, 

“Rajesh! Come here! Bala! Careful! Don't 
trample those tender saplings!” 

“What will happen to them?” asked little 
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Raji, “After all, they are small 
plants..,... They can’t feel 
pain...” 

“Of course they can!” 
answered granny angrily, 
“Haven't you learnt in science, 
that plants too are living 
things? How would you feel if 
somebody stepped on your 
foot?” 
td pain, of course,” replied 
Raji, “But how can you compare 
us with plants?" 

“Why not?" replied granny, 
“They too, respond to love and 
care. Come here, all of you! I'll 
tell you Ranjitha’s story.” 


‘The whole group came run- 
ning towards granny, who was 
now seated on the top step of the 
verandah, She had a smug 
‘smile on her face, She had saved 
her precious saplings from 
these brats! 

Now here's the story she told 
them. 


On upona time, long, long 
cago, lived a famous king 
called Balavarman. He had no 
children. The royal couple 
prayed ardently to Lord Krish- 
na. A baby girl was born to 
them. The day before her birth, 
the queen looked out of her win- 
dow, into the palace courtyard. 
There, she saw a tiny mango 














tard ereepe 
har @ long twining stem. 





clinging 





sapling. Beside it, 
was an equally 
tender lizard 


creeper*, 
The — royal 
couple had named 


their daughter 
Ranjitha, When 
Ranjitha was 
about five years 
old, the queen gave 
her a little water- 
ing can made of 
gold. 

Then, pointing 
to the mango tree 
(which was five 
years old tool), she 
‘said, “Can you see 
that mango tree? 
The one with the 
lizard creeper 
crawling all over 
it? Well, they are 
like your elder 
brothers. For they 
were born just a 
little before you 
were, Water them 
both and look after 
them well.” 

Little Ranjitha 
took her mother’s 
words to heart. 
She played near 
the mango tree 
and the lizard 
creeper most of the 
time, She talked to 
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them, sang to them, 
and told them her 
secrets, 


Ye passed. 
Little Ranjitha 
grew into a beauti- 
ful maiden. The 
mango tree had 
begun — bearing 
fruits, And the 
lizard creeper grew 
more and more 
entwined with its 
brother 
Soon, it was time 
for Ranjitha's mar- 
riage. The groom 
was none other than 
Prathap,the crown 
prince of Malwa, 
But hardly two 
weeks before the 
wedding Ranjitha fell ill with a 
mysterious ailment. She had 
high fever, and severe head- 
ache. Mysterious red rashes ap- 
peared all over her body. 
“Hmm,” said the court 
physician, shaking his head 
gravely. 
“This will 
take at least 
ten days to 
disappear. 
Anda 
month for 
the princess 
to recover.” 





Ranjitha was really miser- 
able. She went to her brothers 
and wept out her sorrow. 

“Oh God!" her brothers 
prayed, “Please don’t make our 
little Ranjitha suffer like this, 
Transfer all her aches, her pains 
and her rashes onto u 

And God did hear their 
prayers. He was so moved that 
he granted their wish, 

At once, Ranjitha’s illness 
disappeared from her body. But 
the poor mango tree and the 
lizard creeper broke out in 
rashes. 
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That's why, 
even today, you 
see the little 
rashes on the 
leaves of these 





two plants. 
Gopal : Why are you writing the 

SCC )pp. ne | ictter to your brother 20 slowly? 
fgran- | Somu : Because he cannot read 






fast. 






ny!" exclaimed 
little Raji, “That is just a story! 
You can't fool us!” 

“Have you not heard the 
story of Babar and Humayun?” 
shot back granny. “The king 
prayed over his son’s sickbed, 
and all his son’s ailments were 
transferred to him, weren't 
they?” 

The children looked back at 
her, unable to dispute that. 


B. Chandrasekhar, 
Bhilai (M.P) 






Father : My shaving water was 
dirty this morning! 





“Anyway,” said granny, 
before they could reply, “We all 
agree that plants have life, and 
respond to love and care. So let's 
not hurt them, shall we?” 










Saurabh Pande, aged 12, 
Hyderabad - 500 269, 






There were nods of agree- 
ment all round. 









than : Doctor, doctor! I snore 
so loudly that I wake myself up! 
Doctor : Sleep in another room, 
then! 






Later, [saw a grinning gran- 
ny walk smugly towards her 
room. She didn't have to worry 
about her plants after that. 





Sushanth, aged 15, 
Secunderabad - 500 015. 
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Q: What do cars do at the disco? 
A:Brake dance! 





Q: Where does a sick ship go? 
A: To the ‘doc't 

S. Harish, 

KES. High School, Bombay. 


Q: Why did the hen cross the road 

twice? 

A: It wanted to be @ double 
G. Sushanth, Madras 20, 






Q: Why did the hen roll in mud 
before crossing the road twice? 
A: It wanted to be a dirty double 


a leg) Zaki Madras -20, 
ay 


Si 






Q: Define a skeleton, 
‘A: Someone who went on a diet 
and forgot to stop. 

Hameeda, Madras - 20. 
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AG. 
Krithika, 

aged 12, of 
Cuddalore - 
607 001, read 
about weddin: 
customs in our 
August issue. S} 


too, was inspired to 
write about the cus- 
toms of a tribe — the 


Thoduvaas, 








are a tribe of people who live 
1as of Ooty, the Anamal 
Yercaud, etc, 

My sister Bhavani and | were discussing the 
‘marriage customs we had read about, with 
Ooty mami (an aunty who had lived in Ooty for 
fifteen years). And she began to tell us about 
sae ling customs of the Thoduvaas. 

tribal people worship the buffalo 
thelr God (Aunty began), They do not search 
for an auspicious day or hour to perform their 
functions. Instead, they will arrange for and 
make everything ready for the 

marriage. Then they will wait for 

the day when the buffalo in 











1g 
he 
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anyone's house gives 

ore met to young one, This is 

the most auspicious day for them. 

And on that very day, they perform the mar- 

riage in their temple. 

‘The temple is kept closed on all days, and will be open 

on that day only. Similarly, for any other function too, they 
wait for a buffalo to calve. 

‘The temple of the Thoduvaas is built something like the igloo 
of the Eskimos. The devotees have to craw! into it. 

“How interesting,” we exclaimed, as Ooty mami finished her 
narrative. 
‘Gokulam’ readers. 








And that’s how, we are sharing this wit 
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STORY 




















“ plienae 

rishna in joy, over 
Ramesh's shot. But the bel 
flew over the wall of the 


Soon, he was qui 
quiteel 
the house. leon? 


“Hi! How dare 
Hi f e you come 
here! I will break your bones!” 


) LEH Lib 


playground to the adjacent 


mange grove. Ramet had to shouted & TAD rushing out 
shin up the wall to She other from the Rouse. 
side, to search for the ball. mayesh abruptly pont 
Ramesh begs 1° search for doned the search and ran for 
the cricket pall amidst the his life. 
eaves that covered the fo aghow manosa £0 
ast garden. In the vergadle of —_jumpoutorthe Varden, Hea 
the mango groves Wal aruined = ing & sigh of relief he ran 
‘old house, and & gardener ing. irds his friends 
Tived there looking after it Ramesh whet happened 
“Where on earth is the tothe ball?” asked Tilak. 
pall?” Ramesh wondered it~ ‘Ramesh gasped for breath 
ritated. It was proving dif as he related his near escape 
ficult to trace it in the from the rude gardener: 


Ghed among bushes Heapiles you for ‘mango thief,” said 
cof dry leaves: i 
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Hi! HOW DARE 
You come 








tling over the wall like Edwin 
Moses! 

Mani, who was waiting 
impatiently on the other side 
looked amazed. 

“You're looking more like 
a mango thief each time!” he 
laughed. “Did that gardener 
frighten the little boy again?” 

‘Ramesh did not answer. 


Re was unable to 
‘oncentrate on his 
homework. Mani’s taunt still 
rankled in his mind. Was he 
really a coward? 

Depressed, he closed his 
books and switched on the 
TV. Some play was being 
telecast. He watched it 
without interest. The play 
ended, and was followed by 
an announcement about 
missing peopl 

“The boy in this photo has 
been missing for the past five 
days,” came the announcer's 
voice. “He was wearing a 
green shirt when last seen 
“He is 4 feet 3 inches tall and 
dark in complexion. The per- 














son who finds him will be 
suitably rewarded. Please in- 
form Police Control Room 
cesses Phone No. ssssssee” 
Ramesh stood staring in 
amazement, It was the boy! 
With trembling fingers he 
noted the phone number on 
the cover of a school book. 

Ramesh immediately told 
his parents. They dialled the 
phone number he had noted 
down. Soon, after some ac- 
tion-packed, real life drama, 
the missing boy was rescued, 
and the kidnapper arrested. 

‘The boy, whose name was 
Ganesh, had been kidnapped 
for ransom by acriminal, who 
was a relative of the ‘rude’ 
gardener. He had held 
Ganesh a captive in that 
house, while the gardener 
was away on a trip to his vil- 
lage. 

Ramesh was soon the local 
hero. “Well,” grinned Mani 
sheepishly, the next time they 
met, “Let's both go and search 
for those two balls we lost.” 
RS. Ravichandran. 
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5 I would like to gift 6/12 Issues of ‘Gokulam’ to 
1 NAME: 





+ 1am also sending a DD for Rs. 18/Rs. 36 for 6/12 Issues. 


Send your filled in forms to Gokulam (English), 
47, Jawaharlal Nehru Road, Madras - 600 097 
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In the Computer 


















Page 32 
JUMBLE-BUMBLE : 
1. Sanskrit 

2. Kashmiri 
3. Marathi 
4, Kannada 


Hey Diddle Riddle! (Jy 





Ci 
a 


‘The Bomb makes the loudest 


bang. 


2. Groundnut's rope sparkler is unlit 


Telugu 
Malayalam 
Tamil 
Bengali 
Rajasthani 
Gujarathi 





Little Anu + What a strange look- 
ing cow! Why doean't she have 
Farmer : There are many reasons 
Why a cow doesn't have horns. But 
the reason that this animal does not 
hhave one, is that i is a horse! 
KArchana. 
K. Archana, who sent us this joke, 
did not write her age, or address 
with her name. Readere! Please do 
not forget these particulars when 
‘you write tous. Ea. 














Q : Why did the old lady put roller skates under 
the rocking chair? 
A + So that she could rock ‘nd roll! 


B. Abhishek, 
Madras -600028. 
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Shyama, Suresh, and their 
parents, the Visweanathe, are on a 
holiday at Kodaikanal. There, 
they stay at Waterview House’, @ 
bungalow that belongs to their 
good friend, Mr. and Mrs. Sharma 

‘Suresh, a camera buff, and 
Shyama hire cycles and tour 
around the country-side. 7 


make frien su “Aditys 
tourist guide. 

Suddenly, one the 
caretaker-cium oe 
view How Vi 
tw rei 
da blgogtns fof im. = 

fndout if 
ony a leap 
piecing 

Dut when Adityan eae” 
runs away shouting, “leave that 
‘house! It is dangerous!” 


Then two thugs turn up at the 
bungalowsaying that they want to, 
buy it 

But Mra. Viswanath sends” 
them away saying, “It's not for 
salar 

Shyama and Suresh ride over 
to the ‘Photoshoppe’, to collect 
some prints of a film they had 











given for developing. In one of the 
pictures taken of Waterview 
House, from the lake, Shyama 
spots two men standing on the roof 
of the house. Who are they? 

‘The children tell their parents 
of the discovery. All are puzzled as 
to why the thugs want Waterview 
House so badly. 

Suresh decides that Adityan 
holds the key to the mystery and 
rides out to find him. Shyama 
fears that Suresh might meet some 
gen ate ae a 


Visteanath ste 
onion soe MY ‘overtake 
rah Fe 

Suresh 
ann stop stall to 
ask direc where 
Adityan i there 
pra os vine ‘ic 
‘pe en 
safe 

and take the road. 
Suresh meanwhile, has taken 


the short out. His bicycle tyre has 

been punctured, and he wheels it 
| forward, Lan he finds himself at 
@ warehouse of sorts, where men 
are busy unloading crates. The 
men take him captive when they 
realize that he lives at Waterview 
House. 

Now read onan 
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andwiched between two 
Se in the front cabin of 

alorry, Suresh had plenty 
of time to think. 

Who were these men? Why 
did they want Waterview House 
so badly? And of what use was 
this kidnapping? He looked at 
the two men beside him, They 
looked like hardened criminals. 

‘The crates had been loaded 
onto the lorry, and the leader 
had taken the driving seat, 

“George!” he had called out 
toa short person with a beard, 
“Get in!” 

So, the three off them had 
driven out, from the forest tothe 
winding hill roads. The rest of 
the men scattered, to find their 
own paths out of the forest. 

‘They seomed to be climbing 
higher and higher, Suresh was 
puzzled, These men seemed to 
have many places to hide in, 

“What are in those crates?’ 
Suresh asked suddenly. 

‘The leader gave a short bark 
of laughter. “Mind your own 








Q: What is 
always coming, 
arrives? 
A: Tomorrow. 
arrives, it is toda 
P. Smitha Reddy, 
Bangalore - 560076. 


MoRnee a 
DN oe 


it that is 
but never 


When it 





business you bo} 
one muttered. “Or things may 
not be so comfortable for you.” 

“Are they drugs?” persisted 
Suresh. 





The two men seemed 
startled, 
“You nosey...” growled the 





bearded one, turning suddenly, 

“Leave him alone,” laughed 
the leader. “Nosey! Hmmm? 
You have a great imagination 
boy. What's your nam 

“Suresh.” 

“Now Suresh. If you know 
what's good for you, you'll shut 
up and come along with us 
quietly.” 

“But look!” protested 
Suresh, “Why areyou takingme 
along with you?” 

“Be quiet!” barked the 
loader, suddenly angry. 

‘The lorry ride continued in 
silence. 





hyama and her father 

reached Old Méunt, com- 
pletely exhausted. Pedalling 
around hill roads, when you 
were tense, and in a hurry, was 
no fun. 

‘They asked all possible 
passers-by for directions to 
Adityan’s house, None of them. 
soemed to know it. Finally, they 
‘came across a small hotel and 
entered to have a coffee or some 
refreshment. 

As the waiter served them 
their two tumblers of coffee, Mr. 
Viswanath asked, “Doyou know 
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where Adityan, a tourist guide, 
lives?” 

‘The tray which the waiter 
was holding jerked. Shyama 
noticed that his hands were 
trembling slightly as he served 
them, 

“Adityan, sir?” the waiter 





asked. “He's left town yester- 
day.” 
“Left town? Why?” 


“He's going to Madras in 


66 thyama! Finish your 
coffee! And let’s search 
for Suresh.” 

‘As they came out of the 
hotel, Mr. Viswanath remarked, 
“Thope Suresh is safe. am real- 
ly worried,” They wheeled their 
cycles down the road, 

Old Mount was a residential 
area, There were clusters of 
houses something like a village. 
‘Tourists never bothered tocome 













Cal wt 








search... ofa better job," was the 

reply. 
“Daddy,” 

Shyama, as the waiter went 


whispered 





“[ dof't think he’s telling the 
truth.” 

“Why not? You're imagining 
things Shyama!” 

"No daddy! You should've 
seen his face!” 


here. So, the two newcomers 
were stared at in fascination, 

A little, man approached 
them. 

“Tourists?” he asked. “Iam a 
guide, Best guide. I take you 
everywhere, Want taxi?” 

Mr. Viswanath almost 
pounced on him. 

“A guide? I want only 
Adityan.” 
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The little man suddenly 
seemed to shrink away. 

“No, no! I don’t know 
anybody. I'll be guide.” 

“Look here!” said Mr. Vis- 
wanath losing patience. 

He handed over a ten rupee 
note to the guide. 

“Now tell me the way to 






Adityan’s house.” 
T c-can’t!” stammered the 
little man, 


“Why not?” 

In answer, the guide turned 
and pointed toa pile of rubble in 
between two houses. It had ob- 
viously been a house once, and 
had been burnt down. Little 
wisps of smoke still rose from it. 
‘The portions of the walls that 
had remained standing had 
been knocked down. It was one 
big pile of bricks and cement. 

“B-because that’s his 
house!” And the guide turned on 
his heel and walked away fast. 


uresh Fad no way of know- 

jing where they were now. 
‘The road had taken so many 
twists and turns and ups and 
downs that he could not keep 
track of the route. 

Now they were at a huge 
white washed mansion at the 
peak of one of the smaller hills. 
‘The other hills loomed big 
around them. 

It was a huge, empty house. 
‘Assoon as the lorry stopped, an 
old woman came running out of 
it, 











“Welcome saar, welcome!” 
She bowed and greeted the 

leader who answered, “What 

Karupayee? What's news?” 

“That man saar, is nothing 
but trouble!” 

“I threatened him properly 
last time,” answered the leader. 
“Hasn't that shut him up?" 

“If only it had!” answered 
the old womanin a complainin; 
voice, “He wails all the time of 
his misfortunes, keeps talking 
about all sorts of places to see, 
howhe'd like to show me around 
there... And....” she continued 

her voice a little, “He 
: house is haunted by 
two spirits, sar!” 

“Nonsense!” answered the 
leader, thrusting a couple of 
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“Now off with you. Keep 
yourself out of our way. Hey 
Suresh! Come with us.” 





Suresh followed them, He 
had been listening to the old 
woman with interest. He was 
sure she was talking of Adityan, 
So, Adityan was here — a 
prisoner? Why had the leader 
threatened him. 

‘They went into the house. 
The room they entered was 
stacked high with crates. Some 
of them lay open. 

Suresh ran over to one and 
peered in. The crate was filled 
with planks of wood! Brown, un- 
polished wood! 

Suresh looked up to see the 
leader and the bearded man 
smiling evilly at him. 

“Puzzled, eh, Suresh?” 
asked the leader softly. 


SRILATHA DHAR. 


Next Issue : WHAT KIND OF 
MESS IS SURESH IN? 





Questions, Questions! 

‘An elephant and an ant were 
sreat friends, They often visited a 
fwimming pool. But when the 
tlephant swam in the pool, the ant 
didn't ewim; and when the ant 
swam, the elephant didn swim. 
Why? 

‘Ana: Because the elephant and 
the ant had only one swim sult be- 
tween them! 

AN 
b A\ 
‘J d 


x 


~ 


An elephant paid a visit to a 
hospital for an operation. The ant 
went along with him. Why? 
Ans : To donate blood for the 
elephant’s operation. 
D.M. Gowri, aged 14, 
Bangalore - 560019. 
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Dent Eaitor, 
% Even though there may be some 
truth in Prit Vera's view (Oct. "93 
‘save I think keeping English sacs for 
dogs, with kind intention isnot correc 
Our leaders like Mabaini Gandhi have 2 
vised us the path of Abinsa and taught us 
toto teat fllow-uman Beings as slaves. 
After having got fcedons we should try to 
fonget she past misdeeds of English rulers 
‘ho treated us asslaves think readers will 
agree with 














A.Nithya, aged 11, 
Madras - 600 083, 


Dear Editor, 
© 1.do not completely agree with R. 
Balu that beggary should be banned. There 
are some old persons who do not have a 
support and are suffering from poverty. We 
should have sympatty on persons who real- 
ly cannot work rather than on persons who 
‘can work for thet living, 
.Vasanth, 
Madras - 600 061, 








Dear Editor, 


Recently 1 wrote the 
Hind 





fadhyanna exam at Gul- 











teachers Who were incharge of the room 
started to explain fo some children, what to 
write. Some teachers, even wrote for the 
students! What is the meaning of waiting an 
‘exam, when there is no difference between 
the people who study well and the people 
‘who are helped unfairly? 
[hear this happens in many places. Why 
can't this problem be solved? 
P. Aarthi, aged 13, 
Shahabad - 585 229. 








Dear Editor, 
%, I completely agree with R. Balu 
(October "93 issue) that beggars are a 
tuisance and that they should be banned. 
Mustansi, aged 12, 
Colombo -6, 
Dear Editor, 
%_—_ Weall have seen on cigarette packs 
cts and in cigarette ads the warning. that 
cigarette smoking is injurious to health 
it i injurious to health then why are 
cigarettes. produced in our country? And 
‘why ate people smoking cl 
rettes? 
Inthink this sa serious prob 
Jem. Cananybody give reply to 
ry question? 
Amulya Nidhi, aged 13, 
Kharagpur -721 301. 
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Dear Editor, 


© 1 do not agree with D. 
Prithvi Vem (October sive). 1 
don’ tow why be has compared 
the dogs wit the English peopl. 
‘Dogs are our faithful, loving pets. 
‘We don’t want o hurt our dogs, a8 we love 
them, But the English did ot reat us kind- 
ly, So there is no comparison between the 
dogs and English people. 
‘Trapti Chaudhary, aged 12, 
Bombay +98, 





Dear Editor, 

1 think, beggars ate found mainly 
tear temples becnuse when people ae in- 
side temples they enter into boy sate of 
tind and will give als to. the beggars 
tore wilingly. The government sbould 
lan 4 "Beggars Rebabiltation Scheme" 
under which the beggars sbould be made to 
stand on thir wn fect, by teaching them 
various occupations. Let us hope our 

country becomes ‘Beggar Free” soon, 
. Rajeshwar Babu, 
Trivandrum -695 009, 





hs the viewpoint ex- 

presed by R. Balu (October issue) I find 

many children in the age group of 8 = 15, 

‘begging. I think their parents want to make 
tn easy living without doing bad work 

Pooja Sahuni, aged 14, 

Bellampally. 





Dear Editor, 
&__D. Prithvi Verma’s letter in Oct. ‘93 
issue Viewpoint is interesting. We all love 
the pet dogs we raise at home. Nobody will 
‘namie What they love muck, with names they 
dislike! 

‘The Brtishers are very ond of dogs. We 
Indians have leanrt to raise dogs as pets 





probably from the Britisers, We 
continue to call the pets by 
English names more asa force of 
abit, with no originality 
‘Ac Madhuri, aged 9, 
Madras 600 O18, 











Dear Edior, 
1 don't agree with R. Balu (Oe. 
insu), According to him begga re 4 
tulsance and they fllow ut wherever we 
fe. He ali says thot bogging shuld be 
tanned in our country. Iie Banned, he 
slg o fed all he beggar? 

R. Priya aged 13, 

Bombay 421 202, 


Dear Editor, 
&__Ldonotagre with. Prithvi Vemma 
(October °93 issu) that Indians who suf- 
fered tthe Bands of English are naming 
Ubeir dogs after the English. 

They jst want sylish names fortheit 
dogs. 





B. Julie Wadhwani, 
Erode - 638 003. 


Dea Euit 


Nowadays accidents are a common 
sight. Ifa person is injured in an accident, 
people crowdaround himand watch the fun, 
‘but no one dares 10 help him, fearing a 
police case ete, They wait forthe police or 
the ambulance to come. Only one in a mil- 
liom has the bumanity to elp people in this 
type of situation. Many people wouldn't 
hive died if they had been taken to the 
hospital on time, What this had happened 
tw our own parents or relatives? 
S.Rajesh, 
Madras - 600 030, 
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REALLY DARING 
ADVENTURES 


i! I am going to tell you 
a really daring adven. 
ture, my friend Sri De 


and I had in school. It was a 
warm, drowsy day. It was inter: 
val too, Both of us were bored 
with nothing to do. 


Suddenly, I had an idea. 

“Let's explore the chapel 
secret room !” I exclaimed. 

am scared,” said Sri 

‘What are you scared of,| 

r!” I replied. “You are 
coming. 

Then I dragged her off to the 
chapel 


We left our shoes outside 


and went in. The chapel was 





empty. We quickly tip-toed 
to the room and opened the 
door. 

It was a cool room. And very 
very neat too. There were a few 
vases scattered here and there 
Sri opened a jug, and found it 
filled with deliciously ec 

















Encounters 

















————— 

Suddenly we froze, Foot- 
steps! Luckily, the room had 
another door. A moment 
before sister opened the door, 
we had fled through the 
second one 

We stood outside silently in 
our socks. We could hardly risk 
| taking our shoos with sister in- 
side, could we? 

At last, sister went away. 
‘We quickly wore our shoes and 
lott 

Sri was very angry with me. 
er venture out with 
"she said. 

But poor Sri. It was easier 
said than done, The next time it 
‘was all because of her that we 
had an adventure, It was an 
‘expedition’ to the terrace, a 
place strictly forbidden for 
childron and staff, 

It bogan innocently enough. 
Both of us were sitting on the 
steps to the terrace and study- 
ing for our grammar tost. A 
group of teachers were sittingin 
the staff room next door, chat- 
ting. Suddenly, one of them 
cracked a joke, Sri began 

giggling. 
She couldn't 
i) stop. And her gig- 
gles were getting 
louder, So she 












water. 


eanwhile, 
Sisterhad 
come by and 
noticed the two 
pairs of shoes 
But the chapel was empty! 
Frowning, she began to march 
towards the parish room. 





dashed up the steps, opened the 
terrace door, and had a good 
laugh. 

Then, instead of coming 
back, Sri ran to the overhead 
tank and climbed it. There, she 
stood like an emperor who had 
conquered the world, 

“Come down, Sri," I begg- 
ed, 


he did so, grinning. We 
turned, And face to face 


“This is forbidden to you!” 
she said. “Why did you come 
here?” 

And so on, she went. We 
were deluged with a shower of 
seoldings. 

“Let me not catch you here 
again," were her final words as 
she marched us out. 

We sighed in relief, She had 
not taken us to Sister, 

Well, that was the last of our 
‘adventures’. I don't know if I'll 














with us was Miss Marian, her see one again! . 

face stern, We had no hope of 
escape. Lakshmi Balaraman, 
“What are you two doing aged 13, 
here?” Holy Angels School, 
“No-nothing miss!” Madras. 
apnermpreereenes 031 = ] 

HAPPINESS! 





Happiness, happiness, 
It’s the best thing 
we can receive, 
Happiness, happiness, 
Come on, lets share it, 
You and me. 


Happiness, happiness, 
We can't buy it with money, 
Happiness, happiness, 
We can only share it 

in our hearts, 
You and me, 


R. Venkatesh, aged 12, 
Goa - 403 601. 
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= EXPERIENCE 


HORSE FRIGHT 





My parents planned to send 
me to a children’s camp during 
the summer holidays, | had just 
finished my fourth standard and 
was very eagerly looking forward 
to the camp. 


More than 200 students had 
come from all over South India to 
participate in that camp. We had 
training in swimming, skating, 
Forse-riding, group activities like 
choir singing, elocution and 
debates. 

Iwas very happy and excited 
when the first horse-riding lesson 
began. The man in charge of the 
horse made me sit on the saddle. 
I got very tense and began pulling 
the reigns, The horse began to 











N. Alafiya, aged 12, Madras - 600 001 
aa eee ee 


move. | pulled the reigns harder 
and it began moving faster! | lost 
my control over the horse. 
Horror gripped me and the 
next thing | knew was that the 
horse had thrown me off it's back. 
As | lay on the ground, | saw the 
horse going around me in circles. 
Soon, | lost consciousness, 


‘When | came round, | found 
myself in the resting room sur- 
rounded by anxious friends. They 
had sprinkled water on my face 
and were relieved to see me con- 
scious again. 

Fortunately, | had no major 
injury. Even today, when | think 
back on this incident, it sends 
shivers down my spine! 
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ech Keech..” 
bad Cc 
raucous sound 


foll on my ears, just as I was 
gettingready to leave for school 
As I bent down to tie my shoe 
lace, I spotted the caller. 

“Keech keech” he cried again 
from the lame man's shoulder. 
‘The man was bent over his work 
in our front yard. He was mend- 
ing our broken chairs. 

“Keech keech” —as the love- 
ly green parrot cried for the 
third time, my heart went out to 





him 
“Mummy, can I have him, 


please...” I begged and pulled 
my mother out tothe front yard. 
Tcould sense the ‘no' waiting to 
emerge from her lips. You see, 
we already had a dog, a cat and 
nine rabbits as pets! 

My mother turned to take a 
look at the bird. “Keech keech” 
he called again, his beady eyes 
glimmering with mischief, 
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STORY 





“Please mummy. mplore 
“Keech keech” — endorsed 
Sathya — (that was the name 
we gave him later). 

Mother's resolve melted into 
fan approving smile. The poor 
chair mender sold Sathya to us 
for thirty rupees, 


Ss: hya did not get his name 
asily. That evening I 
cycled down to all my friends’ 
houses and told them of my new 
pet. “What shall I call him?” 1 
asked, and collected a list of 
names—Greeny, Safire, Ramu, 
Sathya, Priya... of these I liked 
Sathya best. So, Sathya he be- 
came... 

Every eveningSathya would 
sit on my 








shoulder, as I sped like an arrow 
on my bicycle, The whole colony 
was agog at the sight of the little 
green bird sitting unperturbed 
on my shoulder as I traversed 
bumpy lanes. Flocks of friends 
would come over to my house 
just to see Sathya, When the 
neighbourhood babies cried, 
mother’s would bring them over 
and point to Sathya, 

“Look at Sathya, lovely 
Sathya..." they would cron. 
“Keech keech”, Sathya would 
sing back, and the crying babies 
would gurgle with laughter. 





oon, Sathya 
recognise 


learnt to 











friends and differentiate 
strangers. 

“Gorr, Gorr....” he would 
scream from the bottom of his 
throat, the moment a stranger 
entered the house. “Awk!” — 
he would snap at naughty 
fingers that tried to pull his tail 
or tease him. Sathya reserved 
this treatment for us too... 
whenever we annoyed him by 
leaving him alone at home for 
long spells. He hated being left 
alone! So, when we went to our 
native village we took him along 
with us. He calmly sat above 
my seat, through the whole 
bus journey — much to the 
surprise and fascination of co- 
passengers. 





t was last year that my 

teacher told me that parrots 
could be taught to speak. So 
my elder brother Vijai and I 
decided to teach Sathya. We 
collected a number of books 
about parrots and read them 
with great interest. Vijai would 
search out ‘kovai’ fruits for 
Sathya from the gardens near 
Srirangam temple. 

Everyday, we would give 
Sathya a ripe red Kovai fruit. I 
would hold him in my hand 
while he ate and my brother 
would hold up a large mirror to 
his face. From behind the mir- 
ror Vijai would say loudly and 
clearly “Akka Akka! Thirudan 








varaan, Thirudan 
varaan!” (Sister, 
Sister, the thief is 
here), 

In the begin- 
ning Sathya was 
terribly startled 
by the whole exer- 
cise, He would look 
at his own reflec 
tion in the mirror 
and try to run 
away, confused. I 
would calm him by 
soothing touches 





of my hand 

A fow weeks 
passed before 
Sathya could look 
at his own reflec- 
tion silently, When 
he ocassionally 
opened his mouth, my brother 
would prompt from behind the 
mirror: “Ak....ka Ak,...ka, 

This process continued for 
threo months. Onefine evening, 
Sathya cried out ‘Akka, Akka’, 
without any prompting. My 
heart leaped to my mouth. My 
brother nearly dropped the mi 
ror he was holding! 

We danced around the gar- 
den with joy. Sathya perched on 
my shoulder and cried “Akka 














Akka....” with great relish and 
abandon, 


Tee Sathya isan alert and 

agile watchman, Even if 

the garden gate sounds in the 

middle of the night, he can hear 

it. “Akka, Akka, Thirudan 

varaan....” he startles the still 
night with his call 

©. Shree Ananda Sai, 

aged 13, 

Trichy - 6. 











Q : What do we have in 
December that we don’t have in 
any month? 

A : Theletter ‘D'! 

P. Smitha Reddy, 
Bangalore - 560 076, 
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TASTY BREAD 


You a CO SALA D 


10 slices bread 

Oil to fry 

5 tomatoes finely chopped 

5 onions finely chopped 

‘A small bunch of corriander leaves (finely 
chopped) 

Salt to taste 

How to make it: 

Cut the bread into neat pieces and fry them in 
cil til they became golden brown. Keep aside in & 
Clean dry vessel. Mix tomatoes, onions and the 
Gorriander leaves in a bowl. Add the fied bread 
pieces just before serving and toss well 


R. Gayathri Devi, aged 10, 
Madras - 600 114. 
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DIAMONDCOMICS 





Phantom 


Presents an unending series of the most 
renowned comics in the world, like... 





DIANOND Comics DIGEST 


_ PHANTOM-27 


DIAMOND COMICS DIGEST 


MANDRAKE-14 











ow avaiable No, 1 10 15 


Mandrake 











NEW DIAMOND COMICS (15 Oct. 93)| 




















‘SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 


Sraveph 


Shirts & Trousers 
‘Ontyat 


41-42, Bhaiya Com, 
206, Purasawatar High Road, 
‘Madras -600007. Phone : 6428986, 





